The Lovers Mad Fits and Fancies. 


To a Delightfull New Tune. 


1 Dote, I dote, but am a Dot to how jt Dum as Jlive, dead dꝛunk without rr pꝛieve 
was a very fol to let her knowit Am all my ſecrets dꝛivel thꝛougy a Sive | 

Foz now the doth ſo cunning gro lw | Up3n my neck, her arms ſhe lapeth 
She p2oves a Friend wo2ſe than a Foe Then all is Gaſpzl that ſhe ſayety 
She'l neither hold me fait, no2 let me go, ZMHhich Flay hold on with mo kudled Faith 
Foz ſhe tels me J cannot fo2ſake her, | Fo? I finde a fond Lover a Dꝛunkard 
Then fireight A ind eavour toleave her | And dangerous when once ſhe flies out 

kut to make me fſfay, | with lips, and with ſipz 

the thzows a kiſs in my way black epes, and white thighs 
D tten J could tarry koz ever. Blind Cupid ſure tippled his cycs ont. 


Then A retire, ſalute and ſit do wn by her Ohe bids me rite, tells me J muſt be wiſe 
Then do I frp in froſt. and frees in fire, And be like her, foꝛ he's not in love the cries, 
And Nectar from her lips I ſup Then do l fume,and fret,and thzow 
Although J cannot d2fnk all up. Shall J be fettered to my Foe e 

Pet J am foxt with kiſſing of the Cup. Then J begin to run, but cannot go: 

Foz her lips are two bzimmers of Claret, I pzethe Swet uſe me moꝛe kindly 


When firit J began to miſcarry CTis better to hold me faſt 
her bzeaſts of delight if pot once dil⸗ingage 
are two bottles of white, your Bird from his Cage 


And her eyes like two cups of Canary, Bel be me he ie leave pon at laſt. 
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| The a Dot 1 ſit, that fill'd the town with wit 
But now IJ confeſs 1 have molt ned of it: 
I hace ben d2unk with Duck and Dear 
Above a quarter of a year. 
Bepond the cure of lxpingo2 ſmall bear, 
Fo I think T1 can number the months to 
July, A u2ult, September, October? 

thus goes my account 

but a miſchief light ont. 

Fo? i'me ſure J ſhall go when i me ſober. 


Sy legs are lam d, my courage is quite tam d, 
Py heart and my body is inflam d: 
Now by experience J can pꝛobe, 
And (wear by all the Gods above 
Eis better to be dꝛunk with wine than love, 
Foz god Sack makes us merry and witty 
Dar koze heads with Jewels adozning 

and although we do grope 

pet there is ſome hope 
That a man may be ſober next mo2ning. 


Now with command, the thzows me from her 
ye bios me go, knows I cannot ſtand (hand 


I meaſurs all the ground by trips; 


The Second Part, to the ſame Tune. 


| 


Was ever a Dot ſo dꝛunk with Sips⸗ 
MD: erer man ſo over:ſen with Lips 2 
J p2ap p' Madam Ficklebe faithful 
And leave eff your damnable dodg ing 

either love me; 02 leave me 
| and do not deceive me 
But let me go home to my Lodging, 


J have to much, and pet mp folly is ſuch 
| I cannot leate, but muff have the tother touch 
Mere is a Health to the King - - Pow now., 
| I'me dꝛunk, and hill ſpeak Treaſon 1 vow, 
But Lovers 4 Fols, map peak any thing you 
I fear I have tyꝛed your patience (know. 
Fut i'me ſare tis I have the wzong ont, 
my wit is bereft me ; 
and all that is left me 
Is but juſt enough to make a Seng on't; 
my Ladp and 3 
ſhall never complp 
And that is the ſhoꝛt and the long on'f. 
FINIS 
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